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Star is a familiar, a cat shifter able to help witches summon demons—after she’s been thoroughly satisfied sexually. Usually an assistant helps her reach the state of arousal necessary to work the spells…until sexy sorcerer T.J. proposes to pleasure her himself.

Star doesn’t think T.J. can make love to her while staying emotionally detached enough to get the job done, but his promise of a hefty payment—and his own potent sensuality—is too tempting to resist. Soon, they’re getting down to business—and Star is having the best sex of her nine lives. But once their arrangement is over, will she lose T.J. forever?
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One


 

Like clockwork, the sleek black cat appeared in the alleyway below me, her tail flicking as she proudly strutted the ancient cobblestones that reminded me of days gone by in Paris. Not far from here, cars buzzed by on the Champs Elysées. I preferred a time when carriages had rattled along the cobbles, and we men wore rapiers at our hips, but this modern world did have advantages, such as plumbing and iPhones.

Every night just after midnight, the cat appeared, looking for something to nibble. She didn’t like mice. She’d bat them around a bit, then move on to more challenging prey. A plump rat? No, this feline was more discerning.

I shifted carefully on the iron balcony from where I watched. Moonlight glinted on the metal rivets rubbed clean of black paint. After weeks of observing my prey’s habits and tastes, I’d baited the trap properly.

Ducking her head, she approached the tangle of crumpled newspapers that shaped a crunchy canopy over the Camembert morsels I’d laid out. Tail twitching frantically, she cautiously stepped on one paw, then the other….

I refrained from blowing a gust of air magic to push the cat faster. That would only spook her.

An angry meow punctuated the snapping cage door.

I dropped eight feet to the ground from my observation perch, and brushed aside the newspapers. “Gotcha,” I said to the growling black beast inside the cage.

Her eyes were so green that for a moment I got lost in her fierce gaze. Verdant as spring’s freshest bloom, the saturated hue defied depth. Anger spilled into sudden pleading. My heart stilled. They almost looked…human.

Shaking my head, I snapped out of mysterious wonder. She was a cat.

Hefting the cage, I whistled a cheery tune as I headed home.

I lived in the sixteenth arrondissement in an old high-rise that housed soccer moms and widows on the lower floors, while up on the high-security sixth floor—the entire floor belonged to me—I had a great view of the Eiffel Tower, and the swimsuit model’s bedroom across the street. She liked to undress with the lights on. I didn’t mind, except when her lover joined her.

Closing the door behind me, and throwing a lock ward over my shoulder with a snap of my fingers, I set the cage on the hardwood floor. Kitty growled at me. Her fur fluffed in anger and those green eyes cut through me like blades.

I bent to unlatch the door release—then paused.

“Right.” This was not going to be pretty. It could get downright bloody. I’d best take precautions.

A pair of leather gloves from a drawer in the kitchen would protect my hands. I already wore leather pants and boots. My shirt was long-sleeved and…

I touched my cheek. Earlier last century, I used to fence in the modern style, using the screened face-mask, but I couldn’t recall where I’d stored it when I’d moved from London to Paris a decade ago.

 “I can manage,” I muttered. Buoyed by my success thus far, I proceeded to release the cage door.

A fury of black fur, hisses and wood-gouging claws exploded from the cage. The cat darted left, jumping onto the unmade bed and scrambling across it like a Tasmanian devil. It jumped, landing on the floor with a snarling meow. It didn’t slow, tracking the expanse of the open-floor-plan loft as it ran along the windows that opened the south wall to brilliant moonlight.

With another fearless leap, it scrambled onto the leather sofa. It paused at the top of the sofa, back arched and tiny teeth bared as it clawed wicked tears through the tough but relenting leather.

Ouch, that was going to cost a pretty penny to replace. I hoped my brother appreciated the sacrifice.

With legs made of springs, the feline fury landed on the Indonesian silk draperies, and with claws cutting through, allowed its body weight to plummet to the floor, shredding the curtains like cheap festival flags.

A blur of black zipped before me and disappeared behind the kitchen counter. The priceless Persian glass vase an ex-lover had given me wobbled.

“No, not the—”

A spectacular crash was followed by shards of glass littering the kitchen floor.

“—vase,” I said, shoulders sinking.

But I hadn’t expected this to be easy. Fisting a hand, I punched it into my palm and squatted, preparing to catch whatever roared my way.

The cat paused, twenty feet from me, huffing from the exertion of her berserker rage, a miniature bull facing the matador, green eyes narrowed and fixed to mine. A growl rumbled in the feline’s throat.

And she charged.

Bracing for impact, I instinctually placed a hand before my crotch, and another up before my head. Pin-sharp claws dug through the leather at my thigh, drawing blood. I yowled and stumbled back, landing with my spine against the sofa.

Small, black and angry stalked along my legs and over my hip. Each step was slow and calculated, allowing claws to sink in, marking me as if a perforation were required to then zip me apart.

“Easy, kitty,” I cooed as the creature settled to a squat on my chest. A tuft of white fur starred her chest. Beelzebub’s mistress had never looked more ferocious. And I had once met that catastrophe of a broad. “I just want to talk.”

The back-alley scrapper’s fey weight increased. I hissed and gritted my teeth when the claws tore my skin as they retracted into bone and flesh. Fur receded into skin. Bones lengthened and reshaped into human form. A crop of lustrous midnight hair spilled over a slender human face, framing a narrow jaw and fashion-model cheekbones.

A woman’s green eyes stared at me with the same pissed-off kitty accusation. She lay upon me, naked, and fully shifted to human shape.

Letting out a held breath, I said, “I have a business proposition for you.”

 

As a feline, I stretch often and well, but shifting to human shape provided my muscles the ultimate stretch. I came to, long black hair spilling over my shoulders and tumbling before my chest. My lengthening muscles felt like a massage across my shoulders and hips. My breasts grew to small globes. The claws were the last to retract, and one popped from the leather gloves the man wore as a feeble means of protection.

 Had to hand it to the guy, he hadn’t gone into this whole kidnapping business without forethought. On the other hand, he had trapped me in a cage, carried me away from my neighborhood, and now I was locked in his home.

Kneeling and then standing over the sprawled man, I studied his defiant stare. He thought he had me under his thumb. The cocky smirk gave him away. Stupid witch.

I presumed that’s what he was. Who else would steal a kitty from her nightly prowl and not freak out when she shifted?

My profession required I work for witches, but that didn’t mean I had to like them. Or put up with this nonsense.

“Talk,” I said as he cautiously rose to stand, one shredded-leather-gloved hand held between us to placate. I wasn’t going to jump him, but he’d better beware my bite. “I’ll have you know, I’m not a happy kitty right now, and if you don’t have something interesting to say, I’m going to knock over more than an ugly vase.”

“Sorry.” He leaned toward the sofa and grabbed a red blanket from it and held it out for me. “I forgot clothes,” he offered in a husky voice that was soft yet so deep it strummed something inside me. Made my belly warm. Weird.

I snatched the blanket and wrapped it around my torso. I liked to knead soft things, and this one was woven from chenille. Oh, heaven… It felt luxurious beneath my stroking fingers.

But I couldn’t get distracted.

Nor would I allow myself to linger over the man’s appearance. He wasn’t your standard spell-throwing witch. At least not to judge by the ones I’d worked with during this, my third life. Male witches were usually skinny, bespectacled and, truthfully, ugly.

But this one? He had muscles. Everywhere. And he wore them well, as if designed to make heads turn. He bled at shoulder, chest and wrist, but he didn’t seem to notice. Points for me.

Long dark hair spilled straight and full around his head and his eyes glittered an unnatural blue. He wore his beard trimmed thin along his jaw and up around to frame his mouth, which gave him a broody appeal. I bet his mouth tasted as good as it looked. If I were to kiss him….

But, like I said, I wasn’t going to let a handsome figure distract me. Besides, who’d mentioned kisses? Kisses were overrated. Kisses were deal-breakers.

“Why’d you steal me from a perfectly good hunt and bring me here?” I spat out.

Hands on hips, I scented the man’s sweetly dark allure. Smelled like a spice I’d once noted in a bowl the cheese-shop owner kept on his counter.

Not attractive, not attractive.

“Don’t tell me this is how you go about hiring a girl for work. All witches know that if you need a demon conduit you have to arrange an appointment with their assistant.”

“I do need a demon conduit,” he said. “A familiar.”

He paced around me, taking me in, so I tilted back my bare shoulders. Let him look. I think I make a pretty hot human. Men always follow me with their hungry eyes. Such looks make me feel good. But this man hadn’t stroked me right yet, and I didn’t expect he’d learn. Not with his less-than-courteous record.

“I’d give you my assistant’s contact info, but—” I glanced toward the cage. “—I’ve decided not to like you,” I said, “so I won’t bother.”

“I don’t want to go through your assistant.” The shadows in the ill-lit room darkened his eyes, and I wanted to move closer to see if the pinpricks of light in his pupils were fallen stars. “In fact, I went directly to the source tonight because I need to do this without an assistant.”

I let out a chirp of laughter. “You’re drunk then, eh?”

 “I’m perfectly sober. I cannot abide alcohol.”

He stepped closer to me and smiled to reveal beautiful white teeth, and now his alluring scent tickled my nose. I tried to decide how it made me feel. Curious? A little. Hungry? No. Hmm….

“I want to cut out the middleman,” he said. “Just you and me. And demon makes three.”

“So what you’re saying is you want to have sex with me and summon the demon at the same time? In place of my assistant, who would normally get me off, while you wait to conjure?”

He nodded. “I want to streamline the process. Make the connection stronger. Summon a really big demon.”

He sounded dead serious. And I finally decided how he smelled—lickable.

Don’t lose your focus, Star. Drag your nails across his face, and make your escape.

“You insult me,” I said. “I never allow clients to touch me. It’s just not done.”

“It would be strictly business.”

I lifted my chin, haughty in my refusal.

“I’ll pay.”

“Of course you would. I don’t conduct demons to the mortal realm for free.” Nor would I ever work without my assistant. But how to refuse an offer when I hadn’t worked in months? My purse had become a cavernous thing. “You can’t afford me.”

“I know I can. For the first summoning I’ll pay your last month’s rent and this month’s rent. I know you’re behind. I did my research.”

So he had. I was desperate to make that payment before I got evicted in two weeks. But I didn’t like his tactics. He’d put me in a cage. He’d taken me from my neighborhood. He’d been following me? Researching me? And yet….

“Cash?”

He nodded and gave me another taste of that sexy smile. Oh, Star, don’t fall for his charm. It can’t go well with a witch who wants to use you as a direct demon conduit.

No, not well at all.

But my empty bank account and I decided to stick around for the punch line.






  

 

Two


 

The familiar was not shy about her nudity. The blanket slipped as she strode about my loft, inspecting everything, from the coatrack where I hung my spellwork talismans from leather cords to the dust coating the shelved glass jars containing a plethora of herbs and amulets.

She caught the chenille blanket about her waist and walked through the kitchen, bare-breasted. Very nice breasts, I had to admit. Yes, indeed. High, round and pert. A handful worthy of handling.

But I couldn’t begin to allow her beauty and curvaceous attributes to distract me from my goal. A goal achieved only by maintaining a distinct distance from any desirous feelings that might arise for the cat-shifter—yes, even while in the heat of having previously proposed sex with her.

“Watch for the glass!” I warned as she neared the shattered vase.

The familiar stepped back, and went around the counter.

“My name is T.J.,” I offered. “What’s yours?”

“T.J.?” A delicious apostrophe quirked the corner of her pink mouth. “Your parents couldn’t manage more than two letters? I’m sorry for you.”

“It’s short for Thoroughly Jones.”

She pulled the blanket over her breasts. Thank the goddess for small miracles. “Thoroughly? You’re kidding me.”

“Old English name. My twin brother is Certainly. And we’ve a sister named Merrily.”

“I see. Now I really feel sorry for you. T.J. it is, then. I’m Star.”

Like the white star on her black fur. Cute.

Familiars didn’t usually have surnames, nor did they remember their lives from one to the next, so in actuality they could have nine names in total. I wondered if she had her life information tattooed somewhere on her body, then tried to keep my gaze from roaming her soft, glowing skin. It looked dewy, as if she’d lain under a tropical sun, soaking in the humidity.

“So.” I cleared my throat and steeled my focus. “Will you agree to my proposition?”

“I never get involved with the witch,” she said, peering into the toaster slots and sniffing. She wrinkled her nose. “It’s bad karma.”

“So is demon-conducting. Dark magic, that is. Gotta be hell on the karma.”

“You’re telling me.”

“But it’s necessary, the dark magic. To counterbalance the good,” I gave my usual explanation for a craft I’d practiced dutifully for centuries. Seriously, someone had to summon evil or the balance would be shattered.

Star nudged up a brow, but gave no reply.

“Using an assistant to bring the conduit to the relaxed state following climax—which then enables a demon transfer—depletes the conductor’s energies,” I tried explaining my motives. “With focused magic and only two people involved, I can conjure greater energy.” And maintain the control I required. “More energy equals bigger demons.”

“What kind of demon do you want to bring to the mortal realm? No!” She put up a hand. “I don’t want to know. I never want the details.”

“Screws with your karma?”

“You got it. But you must be into some very bad magic.”

“I have reason to bring forth one buried deep in Daemonia.”

 She nodded, taking in that shocker as if I’d merely explained that toast crumbs are annoying. Strolling along the kitchen counter, the blanket trailing behind her as if it were a royal garment, she walked over to the bed. My loft was all open, save the bathroom, and the bed sat on the north end, opposite the living room on the south. Walls were intrusive. It was best when conjuring to have all areas visible and open.

She leaned against the high mattress and traced a finger over the gold silk threading the damask coverlet. A family heirloom my mother had sewn long ago after a trip to India to study their magic.

Star asked, “You actually think you can have sex with the familiar and conjure a demon at the same time?”

“Absolutely. The conjuring follows the climax. So it’s actually sex, then conjure. But I have been known to manage two things at once. I’m quite clever.”

That sexy grin curled her mouth again and I triumphed at the reaction. She’d loosened her defenses. I might have a chance at winning her over. Now if she’d tug the blanket over her backside, which was revealed as she leaned over the bed, then I could actually concentrate on closing the deal.

But those curvy assets were like peaches under the sun, and oh, so—

“What if you develop feelings for me?” she asked. “I take my job very seriously. It’s strictly business. The assistant gets me off. I conduct the demon. Deal done. There’s a certain art involved for the one who has to get me to climax, you know.”

“I won’t fall in love with you. Promise.”

“I made no mention of love. Love isn’t even on the table. It’s the feelings and emotions that cause problems. Can you maintain distance while also getting the job done?”

“That job being…bringing you to climax? Yes.” Oh yes. I could stroke those gorgeous curves to a delicious, shuddering climax she would never forget. “I like to think I know my way around a woman and would never dream to leave her unsatisfied.”

“That’s the whole point in this particular transaction,” she said. “Satisfaction.”

She sighed heavily. Long hair fell over her shoulder, swishing her cheek and getting caught in her lashes. My fingers ached to brush it aside. “The money you offer is irresistible, but I don’t know. You were following me. Studying me. How creepy is that? This feels wrong.”

And she would feel, oh, so right.

Climbing onto the bed, she tugged the blanket along with her, but wasn’t concerned that now, as she stretched along the end of the mattress, it fell away to puddle about her lithe, peach-sweet skin.

I would have no difficulty satisfying this woman. Not one bit. Parts of me had already begun to—

“What about you?” I posited, stepping closer, but not daring to spook her by getting too close. The sweet scent of her skin filled my head with a heady fragrance I couldn’t name, but that made me want to taste and devour until I was sated. No, that was wrong. No tasting, T.J. “Can you maintain distance? Not fall for me?”

She smirked. “I make it a point not to get turned on by a man who puts me in a cage. Do you…” Her lashes dusted her cheeks as she lowered her head to flash those green peepers up at me. “…think I’m pretty?”

“Very.”

I felt my muscles loosen and the stir in my belly grew. Which meant I was getting turned on by the display of gorgeous female flesh sprawled across my bed.

Bad witch. Your pleasure is not paramount in this transaction. It’s all about the girl. You’ve thought this through. You can do this.

 “Erm, I mean—” I slapped my arms across my chest. “—sure, you’re attractive, but I’m not interested. You’re a cat-shifter. I make it a point not to get turned on by girls who chase mice for their lunch.”

“I don’t eat mice. They’re nasty and their tiny bones get stuck in my teeth.” She smiled and rolled onto her back, flexing her arms and legs in a kitty-cat stretch.

Seriously? I don’t think it was a tease, because I sensed she was merely comfortable with her nudity, and surely she had been naked before strange men. A lot. How many witches had she worked with? Of course, not all were men. Female witches outnumber us men by a large number. But those witches who tended to conjure demons were generally male, because for some reason the females deemed the practice vulgar. Evil.

To each his own. Evil—or dark magic—was necessary to balance good. And I had an ulterior motive I felt was unnecessary for the familiar to learn.

Shoving my hands into my pockets helped ease the pressing need to lean forward and stroke my fingers over her tantalizing breasts. The nipples were not rigid, and sat like rosy petals upon the firm handfuls—

“I haven’t seen any cash yet.”

Dragged from the sensual fantasy of rose petals and succulent nipples, I was thankful for her business demeanor. “It’s on the counter in an envelope.”

She eyed the brown envelope I’d placed in sight. “So you want to do this right away?”

Yes, before I lose my cool and all hope of ever performing the task properly. “That was my hope.”

“Do you guarantee I’ll get paid, no matter the outcome?”

I nodded. “The money is yours. No strings.”

“What about my safety if and when the demon is conjured? Can you guarantee that?”

“I’ll put a protection spell around you the moment the demon incarnates.”

She sat up and studied me so carefully I felt as if she were touching me. There, at my throat where my pulse pounded and I felt the blood from her claw wound had dried. And then against my chest to further gauge my sincerity.

I’m no fool. Such an arrangement was going to try my every steely nerve and put to the test my ability to remain a cold participant in an act I normally indulged in with gusto and desire.

Could I do this?

You have to summon the nefari demon or you’ll never see your brother Certainly again.

“Okay,” she said. “Deal.”

 

I think I threw the witch for a wild and crazy loop by agreeing to work with him. His jaw dropped and he didn’t utter a word. Instead he stared at my breasts. Typical male.

I had no doubt this little experiment would fail grandly. Without proper training and practice, the man couldn’t possibly retain a cool distance while pleasuring me. My assistant was a professional, and had worked with me for years.

Flashing my glance to the counter, I felt the saliva pool. I entirely expected to walk out of here with that fat envelope in exchange for my playing along with the witch’s grand designs.

And besides, he was sexy in a dark and mysteriously appealing way.

I’ve never had a boyfriend. It’s not so easy to explain to a new lover your job involves having sex with a man and then conducting a demon to this realm. Mortal men didn’t get it. Even the paranormal breeds sneer at the idea of their girlfriend having sex with another man and claiming it as business.

 I mean it when I say the sex is business. The fact it feels great and leaves me satisfied is a bonus. But when the demon comes through me to this realm it is not pleasant, so the satisfaction is short-lived.

I immediately shift following a demon conduction to sleep off the incredible energy I’ve expended. That’s another reason I need to work with an assistant I know and trust. After I’ve shifted I must be in a safe place in case the witch or demon tries something.

But with my assistant Chris away on an unexpected trip to care for his ailing mother who had fallen and broken a hip, that left me behind on the rent.

So I agreed to this crazy deal because I was feeling lonely. Needy. And poor. I admit it! And since I knew whatever happened in this home could never be business sex, I felt safe in taking a chance I’d get a little loving tonight.

I’ve never had loving in the sense of well, loving. It is something I aspired to.

“You got the spell memorized?” I asked.

T.J. tapped his head. “Right here. What do you need? Or require? I’ve usually sat in another room while this part happens, so I’m not up on the details.”

“I just need to come. Quickly is preferable. You can take off your shirt but leave the pants on, buddy. This isn’t about you, it’s all about me.”

“I got that. Uh…” He cast a glance along the wall, fighting the sudden nervousness I could smell on him. Poor guy. He was in way over his head. I liked that. It made me feel powerful. Something I’d never felt before. “So we…start?”

I sat on my haunches and beckoned him with a finger. I didn’t do seductress, but for some reason my body softened and my lips parted. I wanted the witch in ways I couldn’t quite put a finger to yet. “Let’s get to the summoning. I need to pay my rent.”






  

 

Three


 

I slipped off my shirt because Star had suggested I do so, but I felt trepidation because my lack of attire would only increase the skin-on-skin contact.

You can handle it. You are a man of steel. You are focused. You can do this.

Star sprawled on the bed, leaning back onto her elbows to display her body to me. I tried not to look over her gorgeous breasts to her taut stomach and down to the sprigs of dark curls, but it was impossible not to do so, so I made it quick.

Pleasure the girl, then speak the spell. Two simple steps. What could be easier? Think about your brother.

No. No, that wasn’t going to help me get into the mood required to pleasure a woman. Think…peaches glistening under a hot sun.

I toed off my boots, then crawled over her, straddling her hips. Her hair, so black it gleamed blue in the moonlight, spilled across the silk spread. She drew a finger up my bare chest, stirring chill bumps in her wake. I inhaled at the unexpected touch. I had thought familiars merely lay back for the ride. no participation.

“Relax, T.J.,” she cooed. “You can’t do this all uptight and stiff.”

Did someone mention stiff? My cock was straining against the front of my jeans, and now that she’d brought it to my attention, it would only grow steely-hard and impatient.

“Much as I know this can work and need it to,” I said, “it will still be awkward for us. Don’t you agree? We’ve known each other less than an hour.”

“It’s always awkward.”

“Even with an assistant you’ve worked with for years?”

She nodded. That confirmation helped me relax. Strictly business, I reminded. Just a job. Pleasure the girl. Summon the demon.

I leaned in for a kiss.

Star’s hand shot up between our mouths. “So not cool, witch. No mouth kissing. It’s too intimate and the ultimate deal-breaker.”

“Oh. Sorry. That makes sense.”

“You can kiss me elsewhere.” She clutched my hand and slid it over her breast. A hard, ruched nipple beaded against my palm. “I like kisses here. It makes me squirm and gets me hot.”

Hot was necessary. Right, then. I, master of control, could do this.

Bending over her breast, I inhaled her kitten sweetness and kissed dewy skin, dragging my mouth over a nipple and drawing in her delicious aroma in deep breaths. She arched her back and I suckled her nipple, laving it like an indulgent treat. The tiny moan she gave clued me I was doing something right. So I licked the other nipple, and got the same reaction. Her body pressed along mine, skin kisses blazing deep into my pores.

She tasted exquisite, ripe and wanting, like the fruit I’d imagined. Dashing my tongue around the bud of crinkled skin, I teased it harder. Squeezing her other nipple between my fingers, I focused on her responsive movements and mewls of pleasure.

Had I not an hour earlier been toting this same woman about in a cage? Cruel of me. She deserved kindness and touches designed to summon her desirous moans. Star should not be contained, and her body spoke of its need to be set free.

I buried my face against her breasts and laved her skin, tasting her sweet eccentricities, the sameness of her, and the differences that trickled down my back like claws.

 Dragging my tongue down the middle of her stomach, I boldly slipped my hand between her legs. She was so hot there, molten. I greedily stroked her, because her scent rose, coiling me in its heady spell, and my body reacted with every brush of skin.

My cock had reached maximum hardness, and I rubbed my groin against her leg, wishing the contact could be skin to skin. She didn’t push me off as if to indicate I had broken a rule, so I continued, developing a rhythm.

Rhythm was key in spellwork. Chanting the spell was only the half of it. To find a tone and pace was paramount, and with my silent actions I found the pace I would later speak.

Drawn to her luscious moist folds, I danced my tongue in and about, designing the same rhythm there. She spread her legs, welcoming my touch. She tasted ambrosial, like forbidden fruit. Exotic, in that I knew this was not how witches summoned demons, but…I needed this power. Alternating my tongue with my fingers, I stroked and slid inside her, and then teased at the swollen bud that increased her vocalizations.

Reaching down with my free hand, I squeezed my cock. I wanted to feel Star’s fingers curl around it but knew that was a definite no-no. I didn’t need to climax.

Yes, you do. You’re so hard. Must…reach…pinnacle.

No, the ultimate goal was more important. I had to focus.

Fingers stroked through my hair, igniting every nerve-ending on my scalp and shivering down my neck and tightening my nipples. She was getting inside me, burrowing into my being.

“You’re doing an excellent job, T.J.” she purred.

It was actually spoken on a purr. How sexy was that? Who cared she’d just given me encouragement—during sex. Star’s passion-laden voice melted into my very DNA.

As I stroked her clit she clawed at the sheets and her constant moans found my rhythm. Hot dew dripped over my fingers. I wanted to be inside her, filling her, drowning within her heat, feeling the squeeze of her muscles milk me to oblivion.

I unzipped, but a hand slapped over mine, keeping me from pulling out my cock. Bad witch.

“So close,” she murmured tightly. “Faster. Please.”

I stroked faster, bowing my head to her hip and closing my eyes. I loved bringing a woman to orgasm, but the lack of touch to my skin, to my engorged cock, was maddening. My body shuddered, seeking orgasm as much as hers rose to meet the incredible climax.

The smell of her sex, the rough tear of her fingernails along my forearm, the heavy, deep pants gasping—until she ceased all sound—and then cried out. Face nuzzled against her breasts, I clutched her body against mine as her hips bucked and her body quivered in passionate release.

So beautiful. So unfettered. I had released her from the cage, and I did not want to put her back.

I’d forgotten something. What? Wasn’t sure…

Like an angel landing, she sank into the bed below me with a sigh and a sexy smile. I daren’t touch her perspiration-bejeweled skin, but flickered my fingers above it, drawing in the heat, the electric energy glittering with hints of earth magic.

Delicate fingers stroked the front of my rigid abdomen, and over my jeans. My cock strained. I was going to come….

I made a high-speed dash for the bathroom.

 

The witch had stolen into the bathroom. I knew what he was doing. Poor guy. I’d come gloriously. And he, well, he’d been hard as steel; I’d noticed when he’d made his quick escape.

But most troubling? He’d forgotten to speak the spell.

I’d known he wouldn’t be successful. And it bothered me little.

 Deliciously exhausted from the climax, I stretched across the rumpled silk counterpane. Overhead a crystal chandelier glinted with moonlight, and I lay beneath a starry sky. Swimming in the blissful depths of giddy afterglow, I had an amazing realization. This was the first time I’d come and not immediately shifted to cat shape afterward. How cool was that? I’d just had almost real sex!

“Mmm, I could get used to this.”

And yet, while the thought excited me, at the same time it made me sad.

I craved a lover. A man to take care of me, to love me, and to share his life with me. A man I could have sex with and share intimacy. Maybe even lie together in each other’s arms afterward and be quiet with each other. A man who would bring me to climax and expect nothing more—most especially, no demons.

Tears watered my eyes and I sniffed.

“Stupid kitty. You’re thinking fairy-tale stuff.”

T.J. was a man who liked control. Why else cut out the middle man? He would be furious after jacking off. His well-orchestrated plan had failed.

I eyed the envelope on the counter. Time to take the money and run.

Sliding off the bed, I looked about for something to wear. Strewn across a chair was a pair of dark pants with a black leather belt. I slid them up and tugged the belt to the last notch. Still so loose I had to hold them over my hips. But if I wanted to nab the cash on the counter, I’d need to leave in human shape. Cats don’t have pockets.

“Sorry.”

I spun to face the man leaning in the bathroom doorway. Tousled jet hair spilled over his lean yet muscled chest. His jeans were unfastened and sat low at his hips, revealing the dark path of hair sweeping to his navel. No visible erection so, as I’d guessed, he’d taken care of that problem.

“I knew you weren’t capable,” I said plainly, and picked up the shirt he’d been wearing to inspect it. Black with white stripes, it buttoned up. Smelled dark and sexy like him. “You forgot the spell.”

“I didn’t forget it, I…wasn’t capable of speaking it in the state I was in. Hell, I’m sorry. I thought I could handle this. I think it was the newness of the situation. Jumping right into it like we did. I know if you give me another chance, Star, I can do this right.”

“A professional familiar’s assistant trains for months before he is allowed to assist a demon conjure. What makes you different?”

He sighed. I felt only a little bad for him. He had gotten my rocks off, after all. Aren’t I owed a little fun once in a while?

I wandered to the kitchen counter, avoiding the glass, and claimed the thick envelope. Glancing at the disheveled witch, I wanted to snicker at his sorry state. Baffled and drained. Thrown from his element without a life jacket. Oddly sweet. He had been so determined.

I wanted to give him a few pats on the head, ruffle his hair, and tell him he had been a good kitty. Seriously, the good-kitty thing did stroke my ego, so why shouldn’t it his?

I wanted to hug him and tell him it wasn’t as bad as he thought. In fact, he’d rocked my world in a way I couldn’t begin to explain to him. To put my feelings out there would be too risky. I didn’t like being exposed.

Wasn’t like walking around naked in front of a man, either.

I tucked the envelope in the front pocket of the loose jeans. “I’m taking these clothes too, if you don’t mind.”

 “No problem. I should have had some clothes for you. This was an ill-planned venture.” He rubbed a hand over his jaw. “Can you forgive me, Star?

I patted the envelope of money. “Already forgotten. Nice working with you. Hope you have better luck with the next cat.”

“No, please.” He grabbed my arm, and his touch scurried sensation to my belly. Never had a man’s touch so captured me. Made me want to surrender. Just like that.

“I need to try this again,” he said. “Next time I’ll have clothes for you, and I’ll be in the right mental state. Promise.”

It would never work. Not without the proper training. But a second session of almost real sex with Mr. Tall, Dark and Determined? How could I resist?

“This is important to you,” I decided.

“It’s the only way I’ll be able to conjure Navicrux.”

I knew that demon’s name. He was a bad-ass. I shouldn’t ask. I wouldn’t ask. I didn’t care why witches brought demons to this realm, because the day I started to care, I could no longer do my job effectively. And I didn’t want to answer to karma for my participation in evil.

“You’ve set a precedent for my wages,” I said, patting the pocket with the envelope. “I couldn’t do it again for anything less.”

“You won’t have to because I’ll double your pay if you return tomorrow night. Do we have a deal?”

I wanted the word deal actually to sound more like date. But I would never touch that dream. It wasn’t meant to be. But neither was this witch’s concentration when we got together under the pretext of ‘summoning.’

It was a middle ground I could tread.

“Sure,” I said, and forced a smile. “Deal.”






  

 

Four


 

I didn’t live far from T.J.’s place. Thoroughly Jones. I liked his full name. He’d been as thorough as a man with a raging cockstand could be.

I smiled at the doorman of my building and patted the jeans pocket. “I’m here to stay.”

“That is good to hear, Mademoiselle Star,” he said in his delicious Jamaican accent. “Perhaps you can now afford some new attire?”

“You don’t like the baggy look?”

“It does not accentuate your beauty, no.”

I let that one go, because he was polite and always truthful. If ever I came home in the middle of the night looking like I’d partied hard, he let me know how pitiful I looked. Thing was, it wasn’t usually partying, but rather demon-conducting, that left me less than pretty and slightly out of sorts.

This kitty didn’t party. Much as I’d like to, the job did take its toll.

The apartment was old but cozy, packed ceiling-high in some places with objects I admired. Some, I didn’t recognize, like the odd art nouveau faery in the corner holding the green glass ivy. I assumed it had been obtained during one of my previous lives. I didn’t remember my past lives, which is why I had my address, name and bank account tattooed on my ankle. I’d learned that precaution from fellow familiar Aby, who currently lived in the States with a sexy demon hunter. She’d given up the profession after marrying him, and couldn’t be happier.

Love was possible for my breed. Just not easy.

I plopped onto the violet plush beanbag in the middle of the living room, sinking in and curling my legs to my body.

He wanted me to return tonight to try again.

I wanted to return. But not for business.

Don’t be stupid, Star, he’s not looking for a girlfriend.

I wished he was.

Something about Thoroughly Jones had gotten under my skin, and recalling his hands touching me, exploring, intent on my pleasure, made me purr.

It had been different from working with my assistant, Chris, and not because the situation itself had been unprecedented. I’d wanted to look into the witch’s eyes as I’d come, to see deep into him. To be touched only by him and not by his dark magic.

I wanted to believe he’d been having the same thoughts about me—that he’d wanted to delve deeper, to really know me.

How to find out if he had the slightest interest in me? Dare I dream this man could become more than business, possibly my first real lover?

Perhaps a little seduction would loosen his staunch determination to stick to business?

I shifted on the beanbag to stare out the window. The sun glittered on the tin roof across the street. With a sigh, I realized I had no idea how seduction worked. I’d never been the one in control, the one to take the initiative, the one who asked for what she wanted.

How to do that?

I might have to break my number-one rule to make the witch change his mind about conjuring demons and want instead to make love to a familiar.

 

“Contineo!”

I paced the polished maple floor from bed to sofa, repeating the spell I’d memorized from the grimoire. I didn’t need to do this. I knew the spell forwards, backwards and inside-out. I could sing the French national anthem while also reciting the invocation for the nefari demon.

 I had never been more prepared.

And I had never been more at odds with how tonight’s second try would go.

Leaving the grimoire on the sofa, I pushed my fingers through my hair and paced to the window to scan the city. I could see Star’s building from here, but her apartment was on the opposite side, facing the rising sun. I wondered if she’d gone home and slept. Did familiars need a lot of sleep? I presumed they enjoyed frequent catnaps.

Glancing at the cage I’d used to bring Star here, I shook my head. That had been cruel but necessary. Yet getting her to agree to an unprecedented pairing had been easier than I’d expected.

Of course, the attempt at conjuring the demon had been a joke. And she’d known I wouldn’t be able to do it, too. Last night’s debacle had been easy money for her. But I would stand true on my promise to pay her double if she returned. I’d been a prudent investor over my one hundred and sixty years. And I liked knowing the cash was going to someone who truly needed it.

Tonight I had to keep my eyes on the prize: the demon Navicrux. No sexy skin glowing under the moonlight was going to distract me. Not a whimpered moan of pleasure or the soft purr preceding her cry as she came beneath me.

Her skin had been like warm silk moistened with rain. She’d smelled that way, too. Natural and sweet, an ineffable scent I couldn’t seem to chase from my senses.

When was the last time I’d been so caught up in a woman? I’d never had a true love. That was my brother’s calling. He was gentle and unassuming, keeping his nose in the books as the days passed. I had always been the dark one, the one who must be watched with caution. The one who could lure the women to him, yet never keep them long enough because I’d never taken the time to care if they stuck around.

I did care. I just didn’t care for disappointment, either.

The doorbell rang, and I startled. Really? I’d expected a paw scratching at the door. Hmm….

Peeking through the peephole, I was startled again, and quickly opened the door to a stunning vision.

“Hey, witch.”

Red silk swept about Star’s lithe form, dipping low to reveal the swells of her breasts and cut high to expose her legs, which weren’t long, yet appeared longer thanks to the violet shoes she wore.

High heels? On a kitty cat?

“Something wrong,” she asked and stepped forward to stroke a finger over my parted lips. “Cat got your tongue?”

Yes, please.

Mercy.

“Why the fancy dress?”

“Girl’s gotta make herself look pretty once in a while.” She strolled inside at a wobbly pace that made me wonder if she had ever before worn such shoes. “You don’t like it?”

“It’s incredible,” I said, and followed with a sigh that again surprised me—and my rising hard-on. She was up to something. My senses tingled with warning. The air prickled with unseen glamour.

I rushed after the sashaying feline and met her at the sofa. In a remarkable sneak attack, she pushed me onto the cushions and bent over me. The red silk fell loose and I could see all of her breasts, even the tight little nipples I knew she loved to have suckled.

 “We had a deal,” I said, sensing she had decided to change up the rules. “This…this—” Tease. Come on. Desire. “—is not what I want.”

“It’s what I want.” She straddled my legs and sat on my lap, tilting back her shoulders to lift those provocative breasts high.

Much as the witch in me screamed for focus, the wanting, needy man I am eased back a bit and put his hands on Star’s hips. My cock had already swollen in anticipation.

“I thought we’d get more comfortable with each other tonight,” she said on a purry tone that stroked my hard-on to steel. “Maybe that’ll help you relax more.”

“I don’t need to relax, I need to maintain sharp focus. Star—” Her fingers glided through my hair, tickling my scalp and stealing further protest.

“It might help me,” she said, and leaned in to toggle my earlobe with the tip of her tongue. A thrilling shiver tickled down my neck and shot directly to my groin. “To get to know you better. To trust you.”

“You don’t trust me?” I suppose not. Not after my masterful failure last night.

Green eyes twinkled but inches from my face.

“Maybe you know what you’re doing. You think we need to do this?” I slid a hand up her waist, my thumb stroking under her breast.

“Mm, yes. I think so.”

She guided my hand over her breast and the nipple was so hard I leaned in to suckle it through the silk fabric. Showing her satisfaction, she pressed against the back of my head. I slid down the silk strap and cupped both breasts. Touching her was like a gift I’d been granted and should use well to show my appreciation.

“This is so right,” she murmured. “Don’t you think?”

I nodded, murmuring a noise of approval.

“Look at me, T.J.”

Our eyes fixed and I wished I could look into her soul, as only another witch was able to do. Her soul shone brightly. And yet it was needy, like mine. We needed different things, or so I thought.

She bent to kiss me and her lips barely touched mine. Testing, tentative, feeling her way into my desire. I wanted to pull her close and dive deep into her mouth, but respected her careful slowness. And then she did what I’d just imagined, tracing her tongue along mine and slicking in deep, giving me her taste, her breath, her moans.

“Yes,” I muttered against her mouth and pulled her onto me, wanting to plunge my cock into her just as her tongue had plunged into me. “Your kiss. So good. So—no!”

Breaking the wanton connection, I searched her jewel eyes, half-lidded and pleading. “Star, you kissed me. You said no kissing. You said it was the ultimate deal-breaker. What’s happening?”

Her hand slid over my hard cock. “I want you, T.J. I want all of you.”

I shook my head in protest, but my mouth wasn’t on the same page, because I pulled her in for another deep kiss and shifted my hips to allow her to push down my jeans.

This wasn’t right. It wouldn’t lead to what I most desired. It was a distraction. It was…

…the only thing I wanted right now.






  

 

Five


 

While T.J. protested—more a courtesy protest than anything—I worked his hardened shaft up and down with my hand, wanting to feel every bit of its length, measuring its steely hardness, and cupping the swollen plum-like head.

His kisses bruised my mouth and my staunch rules. I’d broken the number-one rule.

And I liked it.

I wanted this man. I didn’t want to be his slave. I wanted him to give me everything I deserved, and, in turn, I wanted to do the same to him—without a demonic party crasher.

“Is this right?” I said, squeezing him to ensure the control was mine. “Tell me if it’s wrong.”

“That’s…” He moved my hips above his cock, positioning me, I guessed. “Perfect. I need to be inside you. Please.”

“I want that, too. We can summon demons later. Yes?”

He nodded, unable to form words.

“Make me yours, witch.”

He pushed his cock against my slick folds, and I felt him enter me, solid and thick. I couldn’t believe a part of a man could be so hard, yet it pinched a little and I cried out. And then I was biting my lip and digging my fingers into his shoulder as the slide of him in and out replaced the tiny pain with incredible sensation.

“Hell, you’re a virgin,” he gasped. “Star?”

I’d found a sensual rhythm and moved upon his shaft to find my pleasure, despite him having stopped. The slide of his thickness and my position on top of him tugged at my clitoris. The delirious hum of climax neared.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered. “Take the pleasure you need. I can feel it. You inside me. So good. Never like this before.”

He clasped my hips and increased the rhythm. Jaw tight and eyes focused on mine, he winced in pleasure and I could feel his body begin to tremor.

“Yes, let me see you come,” I said, leaning in and clutching his hair to keep his eyes on mine. “Take it, take it all.”

He thrust deeply inside me, then held me still upon him as his body pumped and his muscles contracted, and the moan spilled from his throat. The air shimmered. The scents of his skin, the leather sofa and the herbs in the kitchen grew bolder.

I’d never witnessed a man experiencing sexual climax. At once, every muscle on his face was tight, strapped across his skull, and then his skin relaxed and his jaw fell open. Eyes closing, he growled deeply with pleasure.

Marveling over him, I was suddenly taken by my own climax and cried out. Surrounded by his innate magic I felt embraced, open and blissful.

T.J.’s eyes widened. He shoved me onto my back on the sofa, and began to recite a spell.

I wanted to plead with him to stop. This was not a business transaction. Apparently he hadn’t heard my request to do that later. I couldn’t stop him. I was still riding the high. Words failed me. Sensations swept me from this realm. I had fallen into love, and I couldn’t navigate the surface.

Why had I allowed myself to fall?

 

“Advenient nefari.”

Congratulating myself on maintaining clarity of mind, I huffed from the blissful exhaustion of orgasm while chanting the invocation.

 Star lay writhing on the sofa before me, her body glistening with perspiration and her lips red and open. She was so beautiful. A streetlight beamed through the window and showered her skin with a thousand jewels of light.

“Ingredi en mundus!”

We’d done it. She had done it. We’d both done it. We’d…shared something just now. Something beyond business sex. It had been a unique contact between us, filled with unexpected trust.

She trusted me. And she had specifically asked me to do the summoning later.

But she was a familiar. That’s what familiars did—conduct demons. They didn’t have sex for pleasure.

I spoke another line of the spell. Only a few more left. Star’s body relaxed, preparing to open and conduct a demon to this realm.

In my heart, I knew she’d come here tonight for something else, dressed to seduce as she’d been. We’d shared something I shouldn’t label business, for the connection we’d achieved still battered through my veins. And that claiming pulse commanded me to silence.

Her twinkling skin shivered. Her mouth parted and she gasped. Her nipples had softened and her entire body was lax beneath me. So gorgeous. So…mine.

Mine. I’d taken her virginity. I’d perhaps given Star her first taste of pleasure sans business. I’d…

I think I’d fallen in love with Star.

“Do it!” she cried. “Finish the spell. It’s what you want.”

“No.” I knelt on the sofa and drew her into my embrace, her hair spilling over my shoulder as if a silk veil. Our heartbeats collided against one another as skin kissed skin and fingers clasped desperately. “I can’t use you like that, Star. It’s not right.”

“It’s what I am,” she said, sniffling against me. “We had a deal.”

Feeling the energy leave the air and the remnants of my spell dissipate, I did not regret not finishing the spell and summoning the demon.

“We had an unspoken deal,” I said. “When you kissed me, it was made.”

She pulled away and met my gaze with teary green eyes. “You understood that?”

I nodded. “I heard you ask for us to try the summons later. I shouldn’t have even tried it now.”

“But your spell. You wanted to summon the demon for some desperate reason, otherwise you wouldn’t have gone to all the trouble of getting me here in the first place. T.J., you need the demon here in this realm. Will you tell me why?”

I sat back, drawing her onto my lap and against my chest, both of us still panting from the delicious exertion. I didn’t want to talk, I wanted to be inside her again because it felt like the only place I belonged. It felt like a place where I could do only good, no evil.

“Thoroughly?”

Her eyes glittered with questions and a startling innocence. She’d been a virgin. Hell. And I’d robbed her of that without knowing. I guess it made sense, in the weirdest way possible. Had she never before had a lover, a boyfriend?

She wanted to know my truths. I wanted to give them to her. I owed her my truth.

“The nefari demon holds the key to Daemonia,” I said, “a place where my brother was lost months ago. Or it’s rumored Navicrux knows where the key is kept.”

“Your brother? Daemonia is a terrible place. Oh, why didn’t you finish the spell?”

 I shook my head and hugged her slender, bliss-warmed frame against me. Our pulses thundered for one another. “Couldn’t do that to someone I care about.”

“You wouldn’t have hurt me. It’s what I do.”

“I know, but I don’t think I want our relationship to be that now. Not witch and familiar. Something has happened between us. Did you feel it?”

She nodded. “Your magic changed the air. Did we make that?”

I wasn’t sure. “Possibly. Can we be something else?”

She twirled a fingertip in my hair and wrapped her legs about my hips, snuggling her warm, naked body to mine. “Like lovers?”

“Can that work for a familiar? Can you do this without…?” Bringing demons to this realm.

“I just did.”

“You were a virgin. Star, I don’t know what to say.”

“You are the first man I’ve trusted. Don’t be mad at me for not telling you.”

“I could never be mad at you. Surprised, certainly. Do you remember from your other lives?”

“Not exactly, but I know I’ve never let a man so close to me. A girl does know her body. Why was it so easy to let you in?”

“Hell if I know. I put you in a cage.”

“Yes, and I owe you a clawed bedpost for that one. But you won’t do it again, because you, well, you know.”

“I know.” I’d fallen in love with her. Men in love did not put their girlfriends in cages, even when in cat shape.

I kissed her then because I was floating on a crazy, lucid, happy bliss, and even though I’d once again foiled my own plans, I couldn’t have been more pleased to be holding Star in my arms—and not to have succeeded.

She nuzzled her head against my neck and her purrs rumbled against my chest. “I want to help you find your brother.”

“Summoning the demon is only the beginning. If it has the key, I have to get it from him, and then, well, then I’ve to actually go to Daemonia to find my brother.”

Daemonia was the place of all demons. Mortals might call it Hell, but it was different than that. It was an actual place, in another realm, locked to keep the baddest of bad demons from escaping.

“Let’s do it,” she said. “On one condition.”

“You are the one in control, Star. Name your condition.”

“I get to be your girlfriend.”

“Deal.”






  

 

Six


 

For Thoroughly to accept me as his girlfriend required him to let go of some control. I could see how he’d ordered his life to the minutest detail, and how some part of his wanting to cut out the middleman had been an innate need to control every aspect of his life.

I had gained some control. And I wasn’t sure what to do with it.

I am the one who arrives, lies on the bed and serves as a conduit. I do as I’m told. I leave. I’ve never been in a position, especially during sex, where I could expect more—such as kindness and intimacy and a man who wanted to give as much as he wished to take.

I liked it when Thoroughly took from me. Because he always gave back.

I glided along the length of his naked body. We lay in his big, comfy bed cluttered with pillows and soft, kneadable blankets. T.J. had a notebook open on his lap and was writing down things he’d explained he knew about Daemonia and his brother’s last-known words and actions.

“Certainly is the historian for the Council,” he explained. “He told me he had accessed some sacred demonic scripts and wanted to learn more, even after the Council warned him not to do so.”

“Demonic magic is evil,” I commented, trailing a finger along the fine black hairs queuing his belly and lower, to tickle about the base of his semi-hard penis. I liked exploring that part of him; it was ever-changing and frankly, fun to play with.

“It is glamorous evil,” he said reverently.

I lifted my head to study his face; he was intent on his scribblings. “It’s something you desire,” I guessed.

“No.”

“You claimed it glamorous as if it was a jewel you hoped to possess. Do you practice dark magic, T.J.?”

“What do you think?”

“Demon-summoning is as dark as it gets.”

“Then you answered your own question. As I’ve said, evil is necessary to balance the world.”

I nodded. It was true. Without evil there could be no good, and vice versa. Most did not understand the value of opposites, and I was no one to protest, demon-conducting familiar that I am.

“Glamorous, eh?”

Nodding, he hooked the pen on the notebook cover. He pushed his fingers through my hair and stroked me behind the ear, and I don’t think he realized what he was doing, but he had hit a sweet spot. It felt so good, I curled my body against his and swished my hair across his chest.

“Kitty wants to play,” I cooed, and batted at his now much-harder penis.

“You won’t be tired for later?”

We’d agreed tonight we would summon the demon. All seriousness. No love involved, just work.

“You could make love to me all day and I’d still beg you for more.”

I slipped a leg over his hips and straddled him, wriggling down to rub my moist clit against his hardness. Riding him brought me to a delicious hum of pleasure. Licking his nipple, I marveled at the tiny jewel. So small, yet it seemed to give him as much pleasure as when he did the same to mine.

“What have I gotten myself into?” he said teasingly.

 “Well, not me. Yet.” I shifted my hips and hovered above him. “You regretting this already?”

“No, but this—us—was unexpected. I never thought I’d fall in love. Ever.”

I tilted my head, locking onto his beautiful blue eyes. He seriously had not believed he could have love. Much as I hadn’t. And we’d found it quickly and it ran so deeply.

“You fear the price,” I decided, feeling a cold shiver streak through my veins.

“With dark magic, there’s always a price.” He pulled me toward him and kissed me deeply. “I would pay any price for you, Star.”

“Don’t say that,” I whispered, looking about but not seeing the invisible spirits I believed heard everything, and sometimes could grant wishes, for good or for evil. “Just…love me until you no longer can.”

“I will.”

I sat back onto his thick, hard shaft, taking him inside me. Together we clung to one another, barely moving on the outside, but grasping, squeezing and pulsing on the inside. This couldn’t be dark magic, this was as light as it came.

Truly it was glamorous.

 

As I paced the floor in jeans, my bare feet marked off the circle I intended to use—not to contain the demon, but as a safety barrier for Star once she had brought forth the demon. Everything had to be perfect, or I would not go through with this.

Days ago, I would have sacrificed the familiar in a heartbeat to get what I wanted. Things had changed. I was in love. Real, head-over-heels, walk-into-walls love. I could not fathom harming one hair on Star’s head to save my brother. C.J. was a strong man. A little out of the times, and a bit of a hermit, but he knew his magic and could certainly endure. That’s why our parents had called him Certainly.

So I’d come to terms with the fact that should anything go wrong tonight, I would abandon the spell to save Star. C.J. would understand. Hell, who knows, he might be having a grand old time in Daemonia right now.

No, he wasn’t. I wasn’t that stupid.

How to save them both?

Star had left, saying she needed a run, then quickly corrected herself, saying walk. I knew what she meant. She was likely pussyfooting around her neighborhood right now, sniffing out the Camembert the cheese shop owner left for her on the back step.

My girlfriend was a cat. I wager not many fellows can say that with a straight face.

I knew a few witches who were in relationships with shape-shifters. They weren’t bothered by it. I guess until Star curled next to me in cat form on the sofa, I wouldn’t have to face those feelings. But seriously, it shouldn’t bother me. It didn’t.

What should bother me was that I intended to use my girlfriend to raise the worst demon in Daemonia. It could go well. It could be a disaster.

I should find a different familiar. Someone…disposable.

T.J., you are a bastard.

I stopped in the middle of the protection circle, fingers outstretched to release my earth magic. Why did it have to come to this? A choice between my brother and the woman I loved.

I had never hoped to find love. Guess that’s all part of the glamorous evil in which I dabbled. What you put out, you get back. And for every particle of evil energy put out, good must be returned. And vice versa.

I had received the good in the form of a gorgeous familiar who loved me.

 I dreaded the evil to come.






  

 

Seven


 

In the dark, sheltered in T.J.’s arms, I felt as if I’d found an anchor in this big world that often hosted me, but never embraced me. Here, by my lover’s side, I could feel his breath become mine. His kisses opened me wide to receive the love I felt surround us both.

Together, on a couple of layers of blankets and pillows, we were curled in the circle he’d bespelled. A bottle of wine lay outside the circle on its side. We hadn’t needed glasses. His tongue licked at a trickle of pinot noir painting my neck, and I slid a leg to hook at his hip.

He lifted me and then knelt, laying me across the blankets. Jet hair dusted my nipples, and I arched my back to receive the delicious skim. We’d become lost in a realm no one else knew about. In this realm inhabited by the two of us, we could fly, dance and sing without leaving this room.

I didn’t want to think of the outcome of this coupling. I would not.

Combing my fingers through his hair, I dragged him down to kiss me. His mouth slicked under my tongue, and he sucked at my lower lip. I giggled, because our intimate familiarity made me happy.

“Look at me,” he whispered, and I sought his blue gaze in the darkness.

He was a shadow of this world, so dark, creeping along the edge between right and wrong with a skill that could become unbalanced and teeter him off. I would hold him here. Clasp him to my world, and keep him in my eyes. I felt that powerful. Love gave me strength.

Our gazes locked, he entered me with his hardness, filling me, claiming me, marking me as his. Owning me. The giddy connection tingled my being and I gripped his face and pulled him in for another long, lush kiss that delved as deeply as his cock. Inside one another, we fashioned a rhythmic blending of souls.

“After tonight, never again,” he said. “I promise. The two of us will only make love to pleasure one another.”

“Agreed. I love you, T.J.”

“I love you,” he gasped.

My body sang as the slick of his finger found my clitoris. The sensitive jewel hummed and swelled at his direction. He moved back and forth inside me, rapidly, and yet his finger danced a slow, firm challenge to me. And my body accepted the challenge and set me free.

T.J. cried out harshly. His hand gripped my shoulder and lifted me to him as we both came at the same time. The air lightened and we were surrounded by spectacular lights. I don’t know what it was, but it had to be his magic, joining us, bonding us.

The light seemed to move through my body, glittering a hot path to every particle of my ultrasensitive skin. My lover glowed, his head bowed over mine, as we took in the magic.

“Earth and air,” he said. “It’s forging together inside us. Never thought it could happen. So powerful…”

Rational thought fled. Suspended in ecstasy, I took my lover with me, soaring together.

Exhausted by the climax, I wilted and spread my arms over the blankets. Too good. But I wasn’t about to linger on this very important night. With but a nod to T.J., I gave him permission.

The witch knelt, huffing still, yet in grasp of his focus, and began the spell. He spoke forcefully and in a rhythmic chant which felt like ancient music shimmering along the magical glamour still tingling my skin.

 His intonation rose, as did he to stand directly over me. I felt the immense power we two had created. It squeezed at me, and not gently. Clutching the blankets, I prepared, feeling my senses open and my pores ready to conduct. At once every hair on my body prickled, and I gritted my jaw.

This was too strong. It had never been so forceful….

 

I spoke the last word. The summons to the demon Navicrux had been put into the atmosphere. I could feel the air tighten and sense the subtle changes. The glasses in the kitchen cupboards rattled. The wine bottle suddenly rolled across the floor and under the bed. Silverware clinked. The chandelier over the bed clattered.

This glamorous evil I worked was strong. More so for the direct connection between myself and the familiar.

Star’s body arched, her hips grinding into the blankets and her breasts lifting to open her chest for conduction. Her arms were outstretched and her hair spilled over her face as she opened her mouth as if to scream.

She did not scream. Instead, her body put forth an incredible burst of white smoke. It billowed from every pore dotting her skin as if forced steam, and rose into a thick, undulating cloud above and beside the bespelled circle.

Stepping from the circle, and hastily grabbing a blanket to wrap about my waist, I waited, yet still commanded the atmosphere with my air magic. The demon was incorporeal, yet it could shape the preternatural substance it used to conduct to this realm into a human form.

A meow from the floor alerted me. A black cat sat on the blankets, looking at me with wide green eyes. Goddess, but I loved that cat. And she was safe inside the circle.

“Navicrux, make yourself known!”

At once the white cloud coalesced, then shaded gray, and then darker, until it roiled into a black billow, tightening and bulging as if with muscles, a monstrous amalgam of contained evil.

I lifted a hand to control the air and keep the demon in one place. Containment was the easy part, as long as I focused.

Something rubbed against my ankle. I shook my foot, then realized what it was. “Star, no! Get back in the circle!”

The demon cloud did something unexpected. It tunneled above me, swiftly formed to a narrow, pointed column, and then shot directly toward me.

Kicking frantically, I managed to shove Star inside the circle—and the demon entered my body.






  

 

Eight


 

Navicrux inhabited me. It spread like black sludge through every neuron pulsing in my being. Heavy and rancid, it brought me to my knees. It pushed against my bones, and I felt it spiral into my skull.

It wasn’t trying to assume control of my body, to move and talk through me. No, I realized with horrifying clarity it was instead trying to kill me—by shattering me.

I had practiced dark magic for so long my soul was tainted. So that made it easy for the demon to pull me into the darkness where I no doubt belonged.

Clasping my head, I squeezed against the brain-splitting pressure. I tried to summon a shackle spell, but my eyes shuttered and everything grew muzzy. I would not leave this mortal coil without a fight. Just…need…the spell.

Fingers fisting, my knuckles grazed the wood floor, unable to clutch or grasp the air, to form and control it. I had lost my…control. How to get it back?

Where…where was she? Struggling to maintain vision as my bones weakened inside my muscles, I looked toward the circle.

No cat.

No, Star. Where are you?

Abandon the spell!

Too late. Can’t…breathe. Skull is going to….

Sudden, slashing pain cut through my face and the side of my neck. Had my skull broken through flesh? Was I to die slowly, achingly experiencing every single bone tear through skin as the demon mastered this feeble shell?

Blood oozed down my cheek. And with the release of my blood, the air in the room sighed.

My fingers loosened and I caught myself in a slide onto the floor. I felt as if I’d been released and, in confirmation, I rolled to my back to spy once again the black demonic cloud above me.

My flesh must have been cut open and that had opened a passage to release the demon. It could not remain inside the body that was wounded, the receptacle of skin damaged.

Thrusting out a hand, I squeezed it to command the air and contain the demon with a vise about its loose form. “Where is the key to Daemonia?” I shouted.

The demon growled, its tone rumbling and yet open like a vast cavern. “There is no key. Release me, witch!”

“I bind thee! You are my slave until you fulfill my wishes!” I squeezed my fingers into a fist. Invoking the correct spell, I bound the demon to my will. “You know where the key is!”

“It is not in this realm.”

“But where?”

“In Daemonia. It is not an object but an invocation that must be used from within. Now release me!”

Holding the bind upon the demon firmly, I lay sprawled, supported on my elbows. Invoked from within? But how then would C.J. ever get out?

“You know how to use the key?”

“It requires a powerful witch.”

“My brother, Certainly Jones, is in Daemonia. Trapped. You will activate the key and release him or this binding will hold you ever after.”

 The demon struggled within the confines of my air magic. I had bound it so that even when it returned to Daemonia, it could not break free until it had completed the requirements I put to it.

“What is my reward?” the demon growled.

I had intended to learn the key’s location and then banish the demon back to Daemonia. But if I expected it to help me, I must offer it a reward.

Where was Star? If the demon had—

I spied a flurry of black fur scamper behind the sofa. Good girl.

“I want the kitty,” the demon said.

“No soft things for you,” I admonished as firmly as I could, though the thought of the demon touching a hair on Star’s head sickened me. “But I will grant you…” What would a demon most desire? “A day of freedom in this realm.”

The demon moved its form in a manner implying agreement.

“Go!” I sent it back whence it had come.

The room cleared. I had promised a nefari demon free rein in the mortal realm. I would suffer the consequences from the witches of the Light if and when Navicrux were to release Certainly.

Star scampered over and climbed upon my chest, her green eyes seeking mine. I smiled, patted her head…

…and passed out.

 

I shifted to human form, and still lying on top of T.J., searched his face for signs of life. His chest rose and fell. The scratches from his cheek down his jaw and to his neck still seeped blood.

Touching the wounds tenderly, I winced, but couldn’t feel too sad. I think scratching him had been the thing to free him from the demon. I hadn’t known what was happening as T.J. had fallen to his knees and seemed to be struggling inwardly. I’d only known it wasn’t good—so had reacted.

He stirred, and I lifted onto my palms as his eyelids flickered open. I’d never been so happy to see a wounded man’s stunned look before. Tears from my eyes splashed upon his bare chest.

“Sorry.” I swiped at the teardrops.

“Star.” He pulled me to him and I squeezed him tightly, never wanting to let go. Our naked bodies melded, finding home easily. “You okay?”

I nodded, unable to speak because now I was outright crying. Me? Yes, this alley cat was crying.

“Don’t cry, lover. I’m okay, too. The demon is gone. We’re both safe.”

“What about your brother?”

“I have to wait now. See if Navicrux does what I bound him to do.” He touched his cheek.

“Sorry,” I said. “I didn’t know what else to do.”

“You released the demon from me by opening my skin. Smart kitty. Thank you.”

He rolled over me and when my shoulders hit the blanket, he leaned in and kissed me. And we cuddled there, half inside the circle, for hours.

 

My phone rang and I wanted to ignore it because Star lying next to me was all I needed in this world. But she nabbed the cell phone from the floor near the sofa and handed it to me.

“Thoroughly?” came the weak male voice on the other side.

“Certainly?” I sat, wrapping Star about my waist as she clung like a warm rainbow after the storm. “Oh, man, it’s good to hear your voice. You’re out?”

 “Landed in the Metro station near the Bastille Opera house. The police found me naked and beat-up. I passed it off as a mugging. Fuck, I ache. Thanks, brother.”

“It worked,” I said to Star, who hugged me effusively.

“Just wanted to check in,” Certainly said. “I’m so tired. I need to sleep for a year.”

“Yes, rest. I’ll stop by tomorrow and introduce you to the woman who helped me rescue you. Then I’m going to kick your ass for getting stuck in Daemonia in the first place.”

“Don’t kick too hard. I’m battered as it is. Hope I didn’t bring anything back with me. Feel…strange.” He yawned. “Need rest. Bye, bro.”

“He’s back and well?” Star asked.

“Back, but as for well…” To ponder the impact of spending a moment in Daemonia conjured images of insanity and madness. As for bringing something back with him, there was no telling if a demon had hitched a ride inside his body—until it was too late. “He’ll need strength.”

“Has he a wife?”

“No. Why do you ask?”

“Love makes a person strong.” She straddled me, and tickled her fingers along my hairline. “You make me strong, Thoroughly Jones.”

“You’ve changed me, Star. This dark magic…I don’t want to use it anymore.”

“But you said it’s required to keep the balance.”

“I’d like to walk the side of goodness now, if that’s all right with you.”

“Yes, lover. You’ll need to build up your stores of goodness, now that you’ve granted the demon a free day pass.”

“Good call. That is, if I’m not made a warlock by the Light first.”

It was the price I would pay. For Star.

She kissed me, and the kiss promised the future would be very good indeed.
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